YV(  e Y 


THE  MISSIONARY  SOCIETY 
of  the 

METHODIST  EPISCOPAL  CHURCH. 


RINDGE  LITERATURE  DEPARTMENT. 


150  Fifth  Avenue,  New  York. 


One  cent  per  copy. 


A SABBATH  IN  CONCEPCION 


By  Mrs.  Ida  A.  Taggard  Arms, 
Concepcion,  Chile. 


Let  us  forget  all  about  the  many  miles 
which  separate  us,  a distance  so  great  that  you 
will  have  passed  more  than  an  entire  month 
in  journeying  to  my  side,  and  you  may  really 
accompany  me  this  day  on  my  busy  rounds. 

It  is  November,  Chile’s  month  of  roses,  and 
the  air  is  pregnant  with  their  sweet  spiciness. 
The  exterior  of  the  houses  seemed  bare  and 
cold  as  you  walked  up  our  street  ? Did  you, 
then,  get  no  glimpses  of  the  beautiful  inner 
courts,  the  fountains,  the  flowers,  wide  cor- 
ridors, sheltering  orange  trees  and  singing 
birds  ? 

This  is  the  Sabbath  day,  the  brightest  and 
best  of  all  the  seven.  We  have  had  our  desa- 
yuno  of  bread  and  butter  and  coffee.  It  is 
half-past  eight  and  the  bell  is  already  ring- 
ing. Come  with  me  to  the  door.  Watch  our 
girls  as  they  come  tripping  down  the  stairs. 
There  are  sixty  of  them,  all  boarders  here  in 
Concepcion  College,  and  that  bell  calls  them 
to  their  regular  Sunday-school  hour.  No,  I 
see  no  sign  of  weariness  or  discontent  on  their 
faces,  nor  has  ever  one  asked  to  be  excused 
from  this  service. 

Yes,  they  are  Catholic  girls;  almost  all  of 
them  are  native-born  Chileans,  and  they  have 


never  known  anything  of  the  Bible  until  they 
came  to  us. 

We  enter  the  library.  Bishop  Fitzgerald 
consecrated  it  by  prayer  and  song,  and  no 
chapel  in  any  land  has  witnessed  sweeter  or 
more  positive  proofs  of  the  Master’s  presence. 
We  wish  it  were  better  furnished.  We  wish 
we  had  more  books  to  offer  our  eager  girls,  but 
they  know  nothing  of  the  wealth  of  our  home 
libraries  and  until  every  book  has  been  read 
they  are  well  content. 


Groni)  of  Memberx  of  tht  M.  K.  Clmrch  (f 
Concepeioiu  Chile. 

Clotilde  prepared  the  blackboard  for  us.  She 
is  a dear,  sweet  girl,  and  in  December  of  last 
year  she,  with  five  other  girls,  was  received 
on  probation  in  our  Spanish  chapel.  We  see 
day  by  day  the  evidence  of  the  Saviour’s  pres- 
ence in  her  life.  Of  course  she  meets  difficul- 
ties. Imagine  them,  you  who,  in  a Christian 
land,  often  hesitate  in  fear  at  what  your  mates 
may  say.  She  has  no  loving  father  and  mother 
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to  pray  for  her,  to  counsel  her ; no  brother  or 
sister  to  go  with  her  to  our  house  of  worship. 
Rather  they  are  troubled  that  she  has  forsaken 
the  religion  of  her  fathers.  It  is  considered 
much  worse  for  a young  woman  than  for  a 
young  man  to  turn  Protestant.  Romanism 
knows  that  it  has  lost  its  power  over  the  men, 
and  therefore  more  earnest  efforts  are  made  to 
lose  none  of  the  girls. 

We  will  call  the  roll  now.  Every  girl  is  in 
her  place.  There  are  five  classes,  three  in  Span- 
ish and  two  in  English.  You’ll  hear  their 
names  when  the  collection  is  taken — “ Faith- 
ful Students,”  “ Guirnalda  de  Flores”  (that 
means  flower  garland),  “ Buds  of  Promise,” 
“ Jesus’  Friends”  and  “ Little  Folks.” 

The  first  Sunday  in  each  month  is  Mission- 
ary Sunday,  and  our  pennies  go  to  help  the 
Indian  work  in  the  south  of  Chile,  what  was 
once  known  as  Patagonia.  We  sing  your 
hymns,  but  as  translated  into  Spanish  ; we 
read,  pray  and  say  “Our  Father”  in  Spanish, 
for  many  of  the  girls  would  not  otherwise  un- 
derstand. We  use  the  Berean  Lesson  leaves, 
but  are  six  weeks  behind  your  study  in  the 
United  States.  The  delay  in  the  mails  makes 
this  necessary. 

The  missionary  teachers  are  faithful  work- 
ers, whom  the  girls  realize  as  their  very  best 
friends  and  whom  they  almost  universally  are 
glad  to  obey. 

Brighter,  sweeter,  more  lovable  girls  there 
are  not  in  all  the  world  than  these  same  girls 
before  you.  By  their  own  vote  they  have 
written  examinations  every  quarter  on  the 
lessons  of  that  period.  We  get  our  questions 


from  the  list  in  Zion's  Herald  (no  girl  having 
seen  them),  and  the  average  mark  in  this  ex- 
amination is  sent  to  the  parents  with  the  other 
grade  marks.  Do  you  know  of  any  Sunday- 
school  that  does  this,  and  especially  in  a Ro- 
man Catholic  country  ? 

The  blackboard  talk  is  sweet  and  tender. 

Tears  glisten  in  several  eyes.  The  secre- 
tary gives  her  report,  Sunday  school 
papers  are  distributed,  the  closing 
hymn  is  sung,  books  are  taken 
out  for  reading  in  their  rooms, 
and  the  tap  of  the  bell  sends 
them  upstairs  or  out  under 
the  trees. 

Some  of  our  teacher.s 
went  down  to  the  Boys' 

College  at  nine  o’clock  to 
teach  in  the  Sunday 
school  there.  The  num- 
ber is  about  the  same  as  in 
the  girls’  school,  only  a few 
boys  coming  in  from  out- 
side. The  organization,  ar 
rangement  of  classes,  plan  of 
study  and  the  object  in  view  are 
exactly  the  same.  At  this  time, 
when  the  trend  of  teaching  and  in- 
fluence in  the  government  schools  is 
toward  skepticism  and  free  thought,  .'Sume 
it  means  much  that  we  lead  these  in-  E.  ('hurc 

quiring  young  minds  to  the  true  ^ 

Fount  of  all  Wisdom.  Yes,  we  have  had 
real,  genuine  conversions  in  this  Sunday- 
school.  Every  New  Year’s  Day  I receive  a 
letter  from  one  young  man  converted  ten 
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years  ago  in  this  very  room.  “I  can  never 
forget,"  says  he,  “this  date  upon  which  my 
life  in  Christ  began.” 

Another,  now  a member  of  our  Chilean 
Congress,  and  perhaps  the  most  influential  of 
all  in  the  passage  of  the  recent  excellent  tem- 
perance law,  writes  me,  “I  owe  all  my  bias 
for  moral  reform  to  the  teachers  and  the 
teaching  of  the  American  College.” 

Recently  we  have  had  special 
services  with  both  boys  and 
girls,  and  in  answer  to  a re- 
quest to  rise  or  kneel  if  they 
wished  to  serve  Jesus,  very 
few  were  those  who  did 
not  respond  affirmatively. 

In  Talcahuano,  our  sea- 
port nine  miles  away,  the 
pastor  holds  a service 
every  Sunday  morning. 
The  room  is  small,  but 
seventy  and  even  eighty 
people  will  crowd  into  it, 
eager  to  hear  and  study  the 
Word  of  God.  At  ten  o’clock, 
in  the  chapel  in  the  Boys’  School 
building  in  Concepcion,  is  the  regu- 
lar English  preaching  service.  The 
boys  all  attend  this  service.  The  pas- 
^ scholarf^  of  the  tor  also  teaches  in  the  school,  and  by 
I:  CoHcepcio/i.  this  means  the  service  is  entirely  self 
supporting. 

It  is  now  one  o’clock  and  time  that  we  go  to 
our  Spanish  Sunday-school.  From  Concepcion 
College  we  walk  six  squares  down  to  this  same 
mission  chapel  where  the  English  service  was 


held.  Do  you  notice  how  bracing  is  the  air, 
how  clear  the  atmosphere,  how  blue  the  sky  ? 
So  clear  is  it  that  we  have  seen  the  moons  of 
Jupiter  with  a seaman’s  glass,  so  blue  that  no 
other  country  can  compare  with  it,  not  even 
sunny  Italy.  How  the  stars  shine  out  at  niglit, 
until  you  wonder  at  that  word  of  God’s  even 
more  than  ever  before,  “He  telleth  the  num- 
ber of  the  stars;  he  calleth  them  all  by  their 
names.” 

This  room  will  seat  about  one  hundred  per- 
sons; but  see,  we  have  the  folding  doors 
opened  into  the  boys’  primary  class  room. 
That  enables  sixty  more  to  be  seated.  Here 
are  some  recitation  seats.  We’ll  need  all  these, 
too.  And  now  we  will  seat  these  little  ones 
on  the  step  around  the  altar  rail.  The  tiniest 
ones  will  sit  in  their  mothers’  laps.  They  are 
members  of  our  “ Cradle  Roll,”  but  they  must 
come  to  Sunday-school  so  that  the  mothers 
may  come.  We  cannot  seat  any  more  now. 
Those  standing  by  the  door  will  tire  soon  and 
go  away,  but  some  of  them  will  come  earlier 
next  Sunday  so  as  to  be  sure  of  a seat. 

Here  the  service  is  all  in  Spanish.  What  a 
volume  of  sound  rolls  out  as  they  sing  “On- 
ward, Christian  Soldiers!”  The  superintend- 
ent is  a carpenter,  converted  only  a few  years 
ago,  but  Spirit-taught,  as  his  prayer  reveals. 
Indeed,  all  this  congregation,  all  this  Spanish 
church  work,  is  but  ten  years  old.  We  do  not 
bring  our  boys  and  girls  here,  because  there  is 
no  room  for  them.  When  the  classes  pass  out 
they  go  into  the  different  schoolrooms.  Here 
is  the  infant  class.  They  cannot  all  be  seated. 
See,  three  on  each  bench,  and  the  teacher  has 


put  some  on  the  desks,  on  the  table,  in  the 
window,  even.  How  would  you,  my  dear 
young  friend,  like  to  hold  the  attention  of 
forty  active,  restless  little  bodies  thus  crowded 
together?  In  an  adjoining  room  is  another 
class  of  still  smaller  children. 

This  is  our  intermediate  room,  with  its  class 
of  boys,  class  of  girls  and  the  class  of  young 
ladies.  In  the  wing  at  the  right  is  the  “ big 
boys’  ” class.  Out  in  the  chapel  proper  is  the 
class  of  youEg  men,  led  by  the  Chilean  pas- 
tor, himself  once  a student  in  this  same  Boys’ 
School,  and  the  older  men’s  Bible  class,  led  by 
Mr.  Arms. 

This  room  is  mine.  The  roll  has  eighty 
names.  There  are  sixty  women  present  to- 
day and  every  seat  is  filled.  You'll  see  these 
same  women  later  in  the  Ladies’  Aid  Society, 
the  Epworth  League,  perhaps,  for  some  are 
still  young,  or  in  the  Woman’s  Christian  Tem- 
perance Union.  Never  were  home  sisters 
dearer.  Some  have  learned,  since  their  con- 
version, to  read  the  Bible,  for  that  had  been 
hitherto  a prohibited  book.  Some  can  neither 
read  nor  write,  but  listen  to  their  intelligent 
answers.  Look  in  the  animated  faces;  see 
how  tidy  is  their  personal  appearance,  how 
clean  are  the  little  ones  in  their  arms.  The 
blessed  Spirit  has  led  them  in  these  as  in  other 
respects.  Oh,  the  beauty  and  the  blessedness 
that  have  come  into  their  poor,  pinched  lives 
with  this  coming  of  Jesus!  Won’t  you  tell 
the  people  at  home  to  help  us  tell  others  this 
sweet  story  of  a life  in  Christ 

At  our  last  Rally  Day  service  we  had  218 
present,  and  when  Bishop  Joyce  was  with  us 


we  swelled  the  number  to  242.  But  vve  cannot 
seat  so  many,  and  so  we  cannot  urge  them  to 
come.  Won’t  you  ask  some  one  to  whom  the 
Lord  has  intrusted  much  wealth  to  help  us, 
that  we  may  build  a church  large  enough  to 
accommodate  this  growing  number  ? 

We  use  the  same  lesson  as  in  the  other 
schools.  We  have  no  Sunday-school  library, 
not  a single  book.  Cards  have  been  sent  us 
from  the  United  States,  which  we  use  as  pre- 
miums for  good  conduct  and  attendance.  We 
give  a picture  from  the  wall  roll  for  attend- 
ance an  entire  quarter,  but  we  never  have  pic- 
tures enough.  Cannot  your  Sunday-school 
send  us  their  used  roll  ? 

We  are  tired  now,  but  there  are  still  two 
other  services,  yes,  four  other  services.  Let 
me  just  name  them  to  you.  If  you  wish,  I’ll 
tell  you  about  them,  or  take  you  with  me  to 
them,  some  other  day. 

At  three  o’clock  we  have  a reading  hour 
with  the  girls  of  Concepcion  College.  A teacher 
is  always  with  them.  The  boys  have  a simi- 
lar service.  At  four  o’clock  the  young  people 
of  the  Lergue  conduct  a service  in  a room 
down  b':^  the  river.  People  go  there  who  would 
not  come  to  the  chapel.  Perhaps  the  children 
have  no  shoes  or  the  men  no  fit  clothes.  After 
a few  weeks,  when  they  have  left  off  the 
drink,  we  shall  see  them.  Some  one  from  the 
house  always  goes  to  this  service. 

At  6.30  o’clock,  after  dinner  "nd  nrayers, 
we  have  our  weekly  praise  service,  using  both 
Spanish  and  English  hymns.  Then,  while 
some  of  the  girls  go  to  their  rooms  to  pass  the 
evening,  others  (as  many  as  we  dare  take,  for 
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we  may  not  be  able  to  seat  them)  will  go  with 
us  to  the  chapel  again,  to  our  regular  Spanish 
preaching  service.  The  two  rooms  are  already 
full,  but  these  three  pews  are  reserved  for  us. 
Pretty  soon  not  one  more  can  find  a seat.  They 
will  stand  for  a while  about  the  door  and  then 
go  away.  Again  that  same  heartfelt  atten- 
tion, soulful  singing  and  earnest  preaching. 
It  is  so  sweet  to  give  bread  to  the  hungry. 
Does  God  call  you  to  do  this  work  for  Him  ? 
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